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ferent kind of fairy, and wears a cone-shaped
hat, the point of which he sometimes drives
into the eye of one who offends him, though
generally he but abuses him in a loud voice,
the abused one seeing nothing, but hearing
the voice. In Clare and Galway his favorite
amusement is riding sheep and goats and dogs.
If a sheep or dog looks tired in the morning,
the shepherd knows that the leprechaun has
been riding on some distant errand. He is
always old and withered and dapper like an
old beau. In one of Mr. McAnally's stories
he appears as a lady-killer.

The fairies of Lough Erne once stole away
a baby called Eva. She grew up amongst
them and was very well treated, and was
given a dance every night. At last she fell in
love with an old leprechaun. The fairy queen,
wishing to find her a better husband, let her
walk on the shores of the lake. There she met
the mortal, Darby O'Hoolighan, and loved
him and married him with the queen's con-
sent. The queen gave them riches in plenty,
pigs and sheep and cattle, and told her to tell
him that if ever he struck her three blows
without reason she would return to the fair-
ies. After they had lived happily together for
seventeen years, one day when she and Darby
were going to a wedding she was slow and he